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Author's Notes: 
Inspired by the following anecdote | read in the Lexicon Devil book (page 119): 


JEFF MCDONALD | remember an X show when Pat got up onstage and sucker-punched Billy Zoom right in front 


of a sold-out crowd! 


JOHN DOE One time Pat Smear hit Billy when we were onstage. Billy was shooing Darby off his monitor. Billy 
was very particular about people getting in his space. And Pat, like the fucking chicken that he is, hit Billy and 
then ran out of the club. Hit and run! Darby was always getting in people's faces. He got in Billy's face a 
couple of times and | told him to fucking cut it out. 


PAT SMEAR X were playing at the Hong Kong Café-me and Darby were watching in total worship, all jealous 
‘cause they were such a great band. Darby was sitting on the monitors, and | think Billy Zoom got mad and 
asked someone to get Darby off-so | just punched him and got thrown out, but then later Exene got me back 


in. 


EXENE CERVENKA Doesn't Pat mean: "I punched him and then ran away?" That never got resolved. We think he 
ran away after he punched Billy. 


This is slightly different from the A03 version to fit this site better. The difference is only in 2-3 sentences, 


everything else is exactly the same. 


Title from Descendents - In Love This Way 


Music filled his ears and spurred him to move, the bodies around him brushing and pushing against him, 

making his shirt, still wet from someone's spilled beer stick to his back. Darby bounced back to Pat and pulled 
him closer by the shoulder. Pat tore his eyes from the stage to face him, with a smile and a glint in his eye. 
He elbowed Darby but didn't push him away, so Darby allowed himself to bump his head against him, only for 


a second before he was jumping again, still clinging to Pat even if he didn't match Darby's energy. 


On the stage, John stepped away from the mic. He didn't have much time to walk all over his side like he 
usually liked to, but he caught Darby's eye and gave him an encouraging nod before he had to return to the 
mic stand. His feet kept tapping to the rhythm, head turned forward to look in front of him as he sang again, 
unaware that Darby could still feel his gaze. He would never understand why he shouldn't draw attention to 


certain things in public. 


Darby dropped his arm. Not like it was any use at that point, when it had been there almost the entire song. 
He stepped on someone's toes and scoffed as he moved out of the way. Had they seen? He liked to think no one 
paid attention to anyone else, because, despite everything, he felt the urge to glue himself to Pat again, to kiss 
him like he'd wanted to for so long, no matter the risk. Instead, he threw himself into the air and bumped into 
someone as he landed. The next time, he bumped into Pat, and did it again and again. 


A shove from behind sent him stumbling into the stage. His hands landed on the monitor in front of him and 
he used it to steady himself. Exene threw a glance his way, her face still stuck on that perpetually 
disinterested grimace, and turned away before Darby decided that, fuck it, he would grab Pat's shoulder as he 
pulled himself up. Billy didn't flinch, finishing the song with his smug smile and that ugly, sparkly guitar. 


As John and Exene huddled around Don to whisper about something, Pat yelled in his ear, his voice still 


somewhat muted. "Why can't we play like that?" 


Darby sat down on the monitor and grabbed the bottle he'd left on the ground. He pointed to Billy with his 
head. "You're better than him." 


‘lm not saying | want to play like him, but they're just so good." 


"We're good too." Maybe X played their instruments better, and Darby wasn't about to deny John and Exene's 
lyricism or songwriting prowess, but he and Pat could easily compete in that department. Besides, it wasn't 


that part of John and Exene's relationship that he envied. 

"They're better. Especially live." 

Darby shrugged. "People like us." 

"Well-" Pat frowned. "What's going on over there?" he said, looking at the center of the stage. 

"-not playing until he gets off," Billy said He walked towards Darby. "Move. Get off" 

Darby took a swig from his beer. "Make me." 

Billy huffed and looked around. "Someone get him-hey, you," he pointed at Pat. "Get him off of there." 


"Oh, fuck off," Pat muttered as he tilted his head back He climbed up on the stage and, in one long stride, 
found his place between Darby and Billy. A split second later, Pat's fist found Billy's face. Whistles and cheers 
came from behind him and Darby couldn't contain his smile. Billy stumbled back He gripped his guitar as he 
regained his footing and stared Pat down. Pat backed up, hips swaying, his long legs coming to a stop right next 
to Darby. He shifted, his fist clenched, ready to raise when John ran over and pushed him away from Billy. Pat 
jumped off the stage as he dodged a bouncer. He tripped, but managed to land on his feet. Darby's eyes met 
Pat's, wide and unfocused, shifting between him, the stage, and the doors, but he returned Darby's grin before 
he bolted, slashing through the crowd. He stepped to the side as another bouncer tried to catch him by the 


door, and then he disappeared from view, safely outside. 


Darby down the rest of his beer and tossed the bottle to the floor. He made his way to the exit, his shoes 
sticking to the floor as he pushed past congested bodies to get outside. Calling LA air fresh maybe wasn't a 


thing one would do, but it was a welcome contrast to the cramped club. 


The sounds from inside faded. He couldn't quite make out which song they played next as the door swung shut 
behind him. He spotted Pat halfway down the street and ran after him, keeping his head in sight. Darby weaved 
around the people passing by as he tried to catch up. The distance between them quickly melted. Pat's legs 
flailed as he veered to duck into an alley. When Darby followed only a few seconds later, Pat turned to look 
behind him. He grinned and slowed down to a jog before coming to a complete stop and leaning back against the 


wall. 


Pat's chest rose and fell, and Darby's own breath came in short, loud pants. Pat's eyes were so deep, boring 
into Darby's, and his lips looked so soft. Half-heard conversations from the street and cars zooming past were 
the only sound filling the air other than their breathing. A refreshing gust of wind blew between them. All it 


would take was one step. Just one step and he could be pressed right up against Pat. 


Pat still looked at him. His eyes flicked down for a second. When they came back up, Darby took that step, 
kicking a crumpled, discarded paper bag that stood in the way behind him. He pushed himself up on his toes, 
grabbed Pat's face in his hands, and captured his lips. 


Goosebumps ran all over Darby's arms. Pat stiffened. Darby stroked his cheek and exhaled, his hands still on 
Pat, his forehead in the crook of Pat's nose. He licked his lips before pressing them to Pat's again. His heart 
beat faster, his breath bubbling inside his chest, and he held tighter onto Pat. He was finally kissing him, finally, 


for better or worse, the feeling of Pat's lips on his wasn't contained in his fantasies anymore. 


A shrill laugh from the street made Darby's blood drain from his face. He jumped back. His head snapped to 
the direction the sound had come from. People passed by, but no one stopped, no one looked their way. No one 
was in the alley with them. He'd had enough sense to cover their faces.. hadn't he? Were his hands even big 
enough to cover both of their faces? At least they'd gotten away with it. Probably. 


Avoiding the worst-case scenario with strangers was well and good, and Darby could only hope that no one 
who recognized them had glanced their way. But he could take a beating, he could even give up music and 
move somewhere no one would know him and live like a hermit, as long as he could bring Pat with him. Only 
problem was, Pat hadn't responded to the kiss. Not much, anyway. Darby could've sworn Pat had chased after 
his lips when he'd pulled away. The ghost of his attempt to kiss back before they'd been forced to separate 
still lingered on them. But maybe Pat would deny it. Maybe Darby had imagined it. Either way, he had to face 


Pat eventually, unless he decided to never see him again. 


When Darby looked up, Pats faced the ground. He chewed on his bottom lip and gripped his pockets, sighed as 
his posture slackened and went rigid again. His mouth worked but failed to form words. Darby took another 
step back even before Pat shook his head and met his eyes. Before he gave Darby that look that lacked 
everything that had made him put himself in this position in the first place. 


Darby ran. The sinking feeling in his stomach weighed him down, made him want to crumple in a heap on the 


ground. Or punch the wall until his hand was a bloody pulp. 
He walked into the first bar he spotted. He wasn't going back to the Hong Kong Café tonight. 


He knocked back drink after drink, as fast as he could. Maybe he needed to learn to control his impulses 
better, but there was something to be said about that type of guy. They always did that. Lead you on and 
then.. Darby shook his head. Typical. He usually would've tried to convince him, but it wasn't the right place. Or 


time. Or person, maybe. 


He sighed and looked inside his wallet. There wasn't enough in there to even cover his current tab, and he was 


nowhere near drunk enough. Clearly, if he could still do the math in his head. 


Another drink, another empty glass slammed on the counter. Someone slid in next to him and offered to buy 


the next one. And the next, and the one after that, and all Darby had to do was pay just enough attention to 


her rambling to nod and smile in the right places and tolerate her eyes raking over his body. For all he cared, 
she could stare at his limp dick all she wanted, as long as he got to-he could never forget, but maybe dampen 
the pain a little, temporarily. 


Closing time came too soon, but at least he had a ride home that he didn't have to pay for. He only realized 
he'd given his old address when the car pulled up in front of his mom's house. Well, as long as he still had his 
keys. 

He opened the door to leave. 

"Aren't you gonna invite me in?" 

"No." 

Darby was halfway to the front door when the girl got out of the car and tried to follow him anyway. Darby 
turned around. "Fuck off," he said and pushed her away. She fell to the ground and Darby used the opportunity 


to stumble home and lock the door. 


When he got to his room, the car was gone. He rummaged through the drawers for some old forgotten stash, 


but of course, there was nothing there, and fell asleep hoping he never had to wake up. 


A faint ringing roused Darby from his sleep. It got louder and louder, until it felt like the phone was inside his 
fucking brain. Darby turned away and shut his eyes tight. By the time it stopped, he'd put his pillow over his 
ear in an attempt to block out the piercing sound. As soon as he put the pillow back down, his phone rang 
again. This time, he picked up the receiver and slammed it. When it rang a third time, it became obvious he 
wasn't getting relief any time soon 

His head throbbed as he lifted it to answer. "What?" he said and flopped back down on the bed. 

"Are you coming? We're waiting for you here." Pat. Darby laid his free hand over his face. 

"Where?" 


“Band practice." 


The dull pounding in his head got worse the more he tried to pull the recollection of talking to Pat about a 


rehearsal recently from some impervious corner of his mind, but he drew a blank. 


"We talked about this yesterday. Said we'd meet around one." 


Right. Darby didn't see the point of rehearsing when their next show was two weeks away, but Pat and Don 


had insisted. He slammed the receiver down again and dragged himself up. 


After a long breakfast and shower, he wouldn't have minded sleeping for the rest of the day, but he didn't 


want his mom to catch him here, so went outside. 

He could go home. If Darby told him, Tony would probably be a little jealous, but he would fuck him all the 
harder for it and the promise of that was the only thing to make Darby smile since his fatal mistake last 
night. But maybe he wasn't even home at this time, or maybe he was busy, and Darby's feet had led him to 
Pat's house, anyway. 

The garage door was open, but no music came from inside. Each step took longer the closer he got, the 
clearer the voices of his bandmates became. He breathed out a deep sigh before he walked in. The equipment 
was set up, and Pat, Lorna, and Don were in their usual spots. 


"Maybe-0h, hey." Lorna released the strings and looked up at him over her shoulder. 


"Now you show up?" Darby's stomach dropped at the bitterness dripping from those words, at the glare Pat 
gave him. At the way he clenched his fists like he was ready to beat him to death. If only. 


Darby managed to keep his voice casual as he strolled across. "Yeah. What about it?" 

"We've been waiting for hours," Pat said. Like it wasn't his fault that Darby was late. 

"Whatever." Darby walked up to the mic and grabbed it. "What're we playing?" Lorna looked down at her bass, 
holding down the strings but not playing, Don's gaze flicked between him and Pat, eyebrows raised, and Pat stil 


glared at him. Darby gripped his mic harder and pulled it to the side. "Well?" he said, glaring right back. 


After exchanging looks with Lorna and Don, Pat broke the silence with something that definitely wasn't, and 


could never become, one of their songs. 
The mic stand wobbled as Darby let go of it to step closer to Pat. "ls this what you dragged me here for?" 


Pat stopped playing. "We said we'd practice and | thought we should all be here. You can leave if you can't 


handle us not uprooting our lives at your whim." 
"You're the one who called me over." 


"And you're the one who showed up two hours late," Pat said, his hand tightening around the neck of his 


guitar. 


"I shouldn't have. | didn't come here to watch you jerk off your guitar.” 


"Oh, I'm sure you'd love to see Pat jerk off.. the guitar." Lorna giggled at Don's words, and the ground under 
Darby's feet felt unsteady. He swayed, but the cables hanging on the wall, the ones on the ground, the water 
in Don's bottle didn't. Just him, then. The garage felt too big then, but the only escape was to the even bigger 


world outside. 


"Shut the fuck up." Pat was the one who said that. He knew Don was right, now, and he'd still said it. He stood 


in front of the drums. his guitar hung loose on its strap as he leaned over the set in Don's space. 


"You too, huh?" Don cocked his head, face split in a wide grin. "Can't say I'm surprised. Actually, | was more 


surprised to learn-" 

Pat swung at him, and Don laughed as he dodged it. 

"Okay, come on now," Lorna said, taking her bass off. 

"No, really, do you think they're like this because they fucked, or because they want to fuck but haven't yet?" 
Lorna smiled, but just shook her head. "Let's reschedule. We're not getting anything done anyway." 


"Yeah, we need to give them some time to figure it out." Don's chair creaked as he got up. "You two better 


fuck it out til next time." 

Without the drums in the way, Darby had a clear path to Don. His legs tensed and he drew a deep breath. 
There was a scowl on Pat's face, and he squeezed a cymbal between his fingers. Before either of them could 
decide whether it was worth it to do something, Lorna blocked their way and dragged Don out. 

Don turned to her. "You know l'm right." 

| know, but you don't have to say it like that" 

"So," he elbowed Lorna in the side, "what do you think?" 

Lorna leaned in to answer, but it couldn't reach Darby's ears as she pushed Don out of the garage, laughing. 
Darby's shoulders slumped. "What a dick Wish | could fire him. Or bash his head in" 

"Why dont you?" Pat walked over to his amp. "We're not meeting again anytime soon, right?" 


"Who are we gonna replace him with?" 


Pat unplugged his guitar and looked up at Darby. "Well, | don't think we should fire him, but maybe we could 
kick his ass a little. Not enough to make him quit” 


Darby chuckled. There was mirth in Pat's eyes too, but not for long, before it morphed into something that 
made Darby squirm under his gaze. His heart rate increased before Pat said anything else, but the words 
telling Pat he had to go too died on his lips as Pat spoke first. 


"Can we talk?" 

Talk was the last thing Darby wanted to do. He paced around the garage. What was there to talk about, 
anyway? So maybe he'd been wrong, maybe Pat didn't hate him after all. They could just leave it at that. 
Forget yesterday ever happened. With half a mind to just walk out, he slid down the wall instead. When Pat sat 
down next to him, Darby turned away and pulled his hand on the floor closer to himself. 

"Why did you kiss me last night?" 


Darby pressed his lips together. He stared at the drum pedal, blinking when it got too blurry. 


"Darby?" Pat shifted next to him. "| don't mind. It's fine if-it's fine, no matter what. You don't even have to Tell 
me. But | wanted to know.. if it meant anything." 


Darby picked at a loose thread in his jeans. He pulled until it was long enough to wrap around his finger, then a 
little more and yanked it off when it got stuck. "I don't know, Pat." He lined up the string he tore off with the 
part he tore it from. "Did you punching Billy mean anything?" But no, of course it was all on him. He wasn't 
fooling anyone. Maybe he never had. 

Callused fingers wrapped around his and squeezed gently. Darby swallowed. He folded his fingers over Pat's. 
"Did you go back yesterday?" 

"Huh.." Pat, now in Darby's peripheral vision, cocked his head. "Yeah." 

Darby pulled his hand out of Pats grip and put it in his own in front of him. "Did anyone know... you know?" 

| don't think so. No one said anything to me." 

The grip of Darby's hands loosened and he nodded. 

"You're not wrong, you know. About why | punched him, and why | do some other things." Pat's mouth was 
twisted up in a smile and his eyes pointed at the floor. "I didn’t think it was possible for you to feel the same 
way. That's why | wanted to make sure it wasn't just, fuck, | guess it could be an experiment, a joke, a 


mistake.. Could be anything." 


Darby laughed, but it sounded like wheezing after being punched in the gut. Felt like it too. "I wish everyone was 


as oblivious as you.” 


"You mean Don?" 


"Don, Lorna, everyone. | don't know. | feel like half the people | know have figured it out. And | can't prevent it 


because | dont even know how they do it" 

Pat reached for Darby's wrist and stroked the back of his hand. Darby pulled away. 
"If you.. You couldn't say this yesterday?" 

"Its not that simple. There's a lot at stake. The band, and" 


"Right" Darby really didn't want to hear about the other things that were more important than him. If his last 
relationship had taught him anything, it was that if it was between him and someone with tits and a pussy, he 


would always come up short, no matter how much more he had to offer. 


Pat's gaze was on him for a second, and then it was gone. "I just needed to think. I've loved you longer. And 
even if it doesn't work out, if it has to end-better then than now. l'm ready to take that risk" He looked at 
Darby again. "I think it's worth it” 


When Darby turned to face him, Pat shifted so he could sit on one leg and lifted his hand up to Darby's cheek, 
thumb gently running over it. His eyes shone brightly, the way they did when he talked about music, when 
they wrote together. Getting wider as the distance between their faces disappeared. 


Darby welcomed Pat's lips as they descended onto his. His neck stretched as far as it could to meet Pat in the 
middle, and Darby was left without an easy way to touch him, but Pat's hands caressed his face and gripped 
his hip and lips enveloped his. Pat gripped him tighter, twisted his head further to bring him closer and Darby 
moaned into it, blindly grabbing for Pat's waist. 


His hand slipped as the effort of craning his neck proved to be too much. It landed on a bony thigh and stayed 
there as Darby shifted his weight to his knees. Face to face now, he pulled Pats head down to his, slipping his 
tongue inside, tasting, sharing his breath as his fingers tightened around Pat's neck. 


Even as they separated, their heads remained pressed together, their fingers didn't leave each other's faces. 
Darby ran his thumb over Pat's lower lip. Pat closed his lips around it, pulling it inside, and sending blood 


rushing to Darby's crotch as he licked it. 


Darby straddled Pat before he captured his lips again His hand splayed on Pat's chest, narrow and firm under 
his touch as the warmth of Pat's fingers traveled down his back. They wrapped around his ass and squeezed 
tightly, and Darby chuckled into the kiss. He ground down into Pat's groin, spreading heat down his lower body. 
Pat sucked in a sharp breath and pulled Darby into him. His breaths soaked into Darby's neck as he leaned his 
head on Pat's shoulder, not stilling his hips. 


His cock strained against his jeans and he could've come like that if Pat hadn't put his hand on his shoulder and 
pushed him back. Darby's heart sank, but he pressed close again, only for Pat to place his hand on Darby's 
cheek and turn his head to the open garage door. 


"My room?" 


Darby nodded. He led the way outside, exiting into the long shadows cast by the sun already low on the horizon. 
Pat scrambled to follow, but there was no urgency in his steps as he dragged his feet behind him. By the time 
Darby made it to the door, Pat still lingered around the garage entrance, so he let himself into the house. 
Empty, as usual during this time of the day. He strode into Pat's room and sat down on the bed he'd been 
sprawled across the first time the feelings he had for Pat had crystallized in his mind. They'd listened to Raw 
Power for the first time, and Pat's hand had spent most of it on Darby's chest as he'd played along on an air 
guitar. Pat had been the one who'd insisted they buy it. He'd taken one look at the cover and decided he needed 
to have it. It had emboldened Darby. Emboldened him to think that maybe, the way he'd felt in the changing 
room in gym class, that he'd hoped had been a fluke, didn't have to be. That the way he felt around Pat, like 
he could burst at any moment, didn't have to be so bad. Because there was nothing but a hot guy on that 
cover and it didn't tell you much about what it would sound like, but Pat had been impressed. With "Death 
Trip" blaring in the background, Darby had turned to Pat and found him staring, faces just inches from each 
other. Darby had wanted to close that distance too. Their hands had been even closer, and Pat had seemed 
relaxed. Not uncomfortable with any of it. As Iggy had screamed save me save me save me now, the urge to 
lean in and kiss Pat had been so overwhelming, and Darby still didn't know if something he'd done had betrayed 
his intentions, but Pat had turned away and left him with his heart hammering in his chest in the silence after 
the song had ended. 


Pat locked the door when he joined him. He took Darby in like he'd never seen him before, but his hand 
remained on the handle and he made no move to come closer. Darby leaned back. His legs were already 
stretched wide enough for Pat to stand between them, but he spread them wider. Pat took the invitation and 
then finally those strong fingers were on him. They threaded through his hair, far longer than necessary, but 
Darby could maybe get used to it. He pressed up when Pat lifted his head by the chin, but instead of Pat's 
lips, all that greeted him was air. The hand remained on Darby's chin, caressing his jaw. Darby let Pat take his 
time, lean his forehead on his own, slowly drag his lips down to Darby's, but all he got for enduring all that 
teasing was a peck, gone almost as soon as it started He sighed. Before Pat could escape out of reach, he 
grasped his head and guided it to his, down, down, until he could show him what a kiss was supposed to be like. 


Too focused on the wet slide of lips against his own, the press of arms on his shoulders, and finding a way to 
get more friction on his dick, the hand propping him up slipped under him. He flopped onto the bed and Pat 
followed. His weight pinned Darby down and Darby's hips jutted of their own accord. His arms tightened on Pat's 
back and he trapped him further with his legs around his waist. As much as he liked the way Pat pressed 
down on him, he let him settle on his knees. Pat kept kissing him, not so hesitant anymore, and his dick ground 


into Darby's through their pants. It made heat spark in his groin and Pat's hand tighten on the side of his head. 


Darby's hands roamed, scrunching up Pat's shirt until he could finally slip them under. They moved with the 
hitch of Pats breath when Darby's mouth slid to his neck. Hair tickled Darby's ear and hot breaths left 


condensation on his shirt as he nipped and sucked on it. 


With his dick painfully hard, and Pat still showing no signs of initiative on his own, Darby pushed himself up. He 
tugged at Pat's shirt and was rewarded with the smooth, lean chest and taut stomach on display for him, 
before getting rid of his own shirt. 


This time, it was Pat who pushed him down, his hands leaving a trail of shivers as they explored Darby's body. 
But they never dipped below the waist, so Darby disentangled himself, only for long enough to roll Pat over and 
land in a heap on top of him. He let out a soundless laugh and latched his lips onto the junction where Pat's 
shoulder and neck met. They traveled to the side, over his shoulder, back to his neck, then down to his chest. 


Then lower. 


From the corner of his eye, Darby noticed Pat's gaze flick to the door. He looked up, but Pat refused to meet 
his eyes. His hand came to rub circles on Darby's back and he didn't say anything. Well then. Darby wasn't 

about to give him a chance to change his mind. He slipped his hands under himself to unbuckle Pats belt. The 
next kisses he left on Pat's body were sloppy and hurried. He could explore more next time, if there was one. 
And just in case there wasn't, he would amass as much jerkoff material as possible this time. Enough to last 


him for the rest of his life. 


Darby dropped to his knees on the floor. Palm on the front of Pat's jeans and fingers around an elastic 
waistband, he yanked and released Pat's cock. He took it in his hand. Pat still looked somewhere to the side, but 
he sighed when Darby wrapped his lips around the head. Darby swirled his tongue, once, twice, and soon, 
fingers tangled in his hair and Pat finally met his eyes, if only for a second. 


The pressure of that hand didn't change when he sealed his lips around the head and let it pop in and out of 
his mouth, but he managed to draw strangled moans out of Pat as he slid down his shaft, relaxing his throat 
to take all of it. He moaned himself when the first bit of cock filled it. It pushed against the walls of his throat 
and he wiggled, pressed his hand between his legs, anything to get more friction on his own cock. And then Pat 
stroked his hair and Darby's hips rutted into his hand. He licked the underside as he came up, only to eagerly 
swallow down again until there was nothing left to take. 


Darby abandoned his own cock to instead trace up Pat's leg. His thighs quivered around Darby when he took 
hold of his balls. A little more pressure, and Pat gasped and jerked deeper into his throat. Darby grinned. It 
would take a while before he got around to seeing how Pat would react to having them licked. For now, the 


moved his hand up and wrapped it around the base. He laved the head as his hand stroked the shaft. Pat's 


moans were less restrained now, his eyes closed, but facing Darby, his hand tight in Darby's hair. 


Darby closed his eyes too. His cock strained against his jeans, and he sighed through his nose. He took Pat 

deeper again, less coordinated than before as he fumbled with his belt. By the time he got it off, he'd gotten 
the hang of it, and it didn't take long before his cock was finally free. He fell forward when he pulled his pants 
down, but he was back at sucking Pats dick soon enough, just a little bit more, and then he would move on to 


what he was really after. 


"You do that a lot, huh?" 
Suddenly, Darby didn't want to do anything anymore. Pat's dick dropped out of his mouth. "Yeah," he mumbled. 
Pat sat and urged him to climb up. "I didn't mean it as a bad thing." 


What way was there to take that, other than as an attack on his enjoyment of something he should've never 
even thought of? 


Pat stroked his cheek. "That was great. That's what | meant-you were just so good" 
Darby didn't respond, but he let Pat pull him in for a kiss. 

"| just-I know | wouldn't be as good, | haven't" 

"Fine, | get it: You're less gay than me. Congrats. You want a medal or something?" 


"Well, | kinda am." Pat giggled, but it was quickly chased away by Darby's scowl. "But-no. It's not like I've never 
touched someone else's dick in my life. | have, a few times. Not often. Like once, with this guy from school, it 
was-it doesn't matter-| guess he wouldn't want me to tell you, or-l don't know, but anyway, it was after we 


graduated, we jerked each other off, and, well, | did it first, so its not like..." 


Even though Pat wouldn't say, Darby had a pretty good idea of who he was talking about. He and Darby had 
done a lot more than jerk each other off over the last two years, but he liked to think his silence had been 


easier to swallow than Pat's insistent rambling. 


Pat spat in his hand and it snaked between them. Darby sighed when it wrapped around his dick. Pat stroked it, 
tentative, and he didn't look at Darby as he did it, but he was doing something, something that made Darby 
breathe heavily and bite his lip, and maybe this could work out after all 


He held Pat by the wrist. The movement ceased. Darby waited until Pat looked at him to lean closer to him. 
"Fuck me," he said. He hoped Pat wouldn't notice the uncertainly that had found its way into his voice despite 
the barriers he'd tried to put up. 


Darby didn't wait for a response. He clambered higher on the bed and Pat tottered after him. He rested his 
hand on Darby's back while he rummaged through his drawer with the other. Darby only turned when the 
hand on his back retreated, just in time to see Pat thrust into his hand as he slicked up his cock. His eyes 


were closed and his hips moved so fluidly. Darby would have to ask for a show sometime. 


Pat wiped his hand on Darby's hole and surrounded him, legs bracketing his and fingers intertwining in his hand. 
Heat radiated from Pat and Darby pressed up into his chest. He shuddered at the touch. Pat's cock nudged at 
him, but didn't push in yet, and Darby brushed Pat's thumb with his own. A couple of kisses on Darby's neck 
later, Pat finally pressed in. His hand tightened around Darby's when he breached him. Darby let out a moan as 


he stretched to fit Pat inside, the pressure slowly sinking deeper into him. The sheets scrunched up in his 
hand, and, fuck, why did he have to like this so much? It had been easy to justify it with the physical pleasure 
once, now, most of the time it was easy to believe he didn't need a justification And yet, now, neither worked, 


and the reason for that felt so good inside him. 


Pat's crotch pressed against Darby's ass as he settled in. Far from the deepest Darby had ever had, but 
there was something in it. Knowing that it was Pat, as close to him as possible, that hand covering his own, 
pressing the evidence of all the times they played together into it. Even the biggest dick in the world couldn't 
compete with that. 


Pat's head pressed against his from the side. "Good?" 


"Yeah." But Pat still didn't move, and Darby closed his eyes and sighed. Pat should've learned his lesson to keep 
his mouth shut by now, but if not.. He slid off Pat's dick, just enough to make it worth it, and pushed himself 
back onto it. "Yeah, it's good." 


His arms relaxed as Pat thrust into him without saying anything. He stuck to the slow pace, but Darby 
refrained from trying to control it. He rocked back, as gentle as the slide of Pat's body against his own. Darby 
liked a good, hard fuck as much as the next guy, but the beginning of every forward motion made his toes 
curl and sent chills all over his body, and Pat's cock knocked the breath out of him as it fulfilled its promise, 


over and over again. 


Not that it didn't take a good amount of self-control to stay almost still as Pat inflicted that slow-burning 
pleasure onto him. Fucking himself on his cock could be exactly the kind of thing Pat might have some words 


for, the kind that would ruin this. Hard to tell how long he could keep it up for, though. 


A thrust, sharper than the ones before, made his legs flex for an entirely different reason and Darby 
hummed deep in his throat. They came faster now and his hips fell into the rhythm Pat had set, syncing up, 
easier than when they played. Air whooshed past his ear as Pat's breathing grew louder and mixed with the 
guttural moans that spilled from Darby. 


Teeth grazed his shoulder and his cock twitched, followed by cold air hitting his back as Pat extricated his 
hand and raised up to loom over him. His other hand other trailed over Darby's back before both of them 
came to clutch his hips. The new angle had Pat ramming into him, harder still. The slap of skin on skin 
interspersed their grunts as they worked themselves up into a frenzy. The sheets in Darby's hand were wet 


now and breath was hard to come by. 


Pat's eyes were closed and his mouth hung open as his hips pushed into him in a rolling motion. Darby faced 
the wall again and managed to find his voice through the helpless pants. "Yeah, that's great." 


"Yeah?" Pat sounded equally out of breath. 


"Yeah." A moment later, he added, "I mean, could be," another intake of breath, "more. But, not complaining." 


His arms shook with the strain, and Darby let his head fall to the pillow. With that, he opened up a new 
challenge for himself: refrain from touching his own cock The pleasure overwhelmed him, washing over him 
each time his ass met Pat's crotch, running down his legs and up his spine. The edge was so close, he could 
feel the abyss within reach. Every thrust pushed him closer, and every time, it moved further away. If he 
just touched his dick, he could fling himself over it, but his mind floated in pure bliss and he didn't want it to 


end. 

But the thrusts grew irregular and the grip on his hips tighter, anyway. 

"You close?" 

"Yeah. You?" 

"Oh, yeah." 

Pat's fingers hesitated on his hip. "I-" 

Darby wrapped his hand around his own dick. The pleasure spiked even higher as he ran his hand up and down 
in quick, efficient strokes. He squeezed the base, twisted his wrist as he came up, just the way he liked it. 
Pat's cock twitched and pulsed as he spilled into him, and rode it out as Darby chased his own orgasm. It didn't 
take long before a flash of euphoria enfolded him, spreading out all the way to his head, out to his fingers, and 


down to his toes. Pat was still softening inside him when his cum dripped on his hand and the sheets beneath. 


Pat pulled out and lay down, leaving enough space for Darby to slump over on his back. He looked at Darby's 
dick "| wanted to jerk you off, but-" 


Darby glanced at him. "You don't have to. Easier if | do it” 
"Yeah, but, you've probably-" 
"Can you not bring that up?" 


He could feel Pats eyes on him. "Sure." Pat brought his hand under his head. "I don't know why this is so 


awkward for me. | don't want it to be." 


Darby sighed. He understood, but that didn't make him feel better. Even though he probably bore some 
responsibility for the why. Back when they'd first met, Pat hadn't had this type of reservations, and Darby had 
been so afraid of how he came across to others, so afraid to confirm what he'd already suspected. He took 


Pat's hand in his. "You'll get used to it" He flashed him a smile. "With practice." 


Pat turned to face him. "Practice, yeah..you gonna help me with that?" he said, smiling back at him. 


"| hope so." 
Pat's gaze flicked down and then back up at Darby. "Can | blow you?" 


"Yeah," Darby said and Pat lay on his back again. "Just give me five minutes." 


"How'd you learn that thing you did with your mouth and fingers?" Pat vaguely mimicked the motion of 
Darby's fingers from yesterday around the cord in his hand. 


Darby shrugged. "| had an idea and tried it out. | can teach you tonight" 


Pat's eyes twinkled. "I'd like that." He looked around. "What time is it?" Why he was even asking, when he 


certainly knew there was no clock in the garage was beyond Darby. 

"Dunno. Why?" 

"| wrote a new song, Wanted to show you." 

No one was coming through the door yet, so. "I think we're early" 

Pat glanced at the door and took his guitar in his hands. "Okay, well, it's like. 

Darby nodded along and tapped his fingers as Pat played 

"Yeah. | like it. That riff," Darby grabbed the guitar out of Pats hands and played it. Slower than Pat had, and 
he didn't get the strumming or the chords exactly right, but, "you get the point. It was great" He handed the 


guitar back. "I don't have anything to go along with it, but we should use it. I'll write something.” 


"Actually," Pat reached into his pocket, "I have something. You probably won't like it, but.." He handed Darby a 
piece of paper. "It's kinda for you." 


Darby read over Pat's song. Despite the cliche rhymes and phrases, the clumsy expression, and the complete 
lack of flow, his heart fluttered at the words. He didn't need to be told what it was about. Pat hadn't bothered 
to include any sort of metaphor in his writing or make it anything less than overt. Maybe even too overt. "| 


love it," he said. 


Pat's face scrunched up. "You never like my words." 


"| like this." Darby didn't want to criticize Pat this time. Yes, his song had technical and creative faults, but it 
achieved its purpose. That was more than Darby could say about any of the songs he'd started in the last few 
weeks that lay in a drawer at home, full of scratches and different options written above and next to existing 
words. Darby looked at the paper again. "| don't know if we can use it. It's not that | don't like it. But I'm the 
one who's gonna have to sing it. And.. don't you think its too obvious?" 

"What's too obvious?" 


Darby gripped the song tighter at the sound of Lorna's voice. Pat stiffened next to him. 


"Just this song | was writing. | don't know. | think it's too derivative of something | read recently. And, | don't 


know. It needs more work." 
Lorna sat down next to them. "Can | help?" 
"Nah, it's not at that stage yet," Darby said and put the piece of paper in his pocket. "But Pat has something.’ 


Pat's hold of his guitar loosened for a second and then he grabbed it again and placed his fingers in the 
starting position for the song. 


"Something we can do tomorrow?" 


"Nah, | don't think we'll finish it by tomorrow." Pat shifted on the floor. "But maybe some of the next shows." 
He played the song for Lorna. The words really did go with it, more or less. 


Lorna listened with concentration. "Yeah, | see where this is going. Wait." 
Pat mouthed a quick thanks to Darby as Lorna got up to plug in her bass. 


"Okay, let's see," she said as she sat down again, bass in hand. She started to pluck on her strings. "Can | hear 
that again?" 


Darby watched as Pat played the song yet again, and smiled. 


